
The Tragedy of Hamlet 

Frau.Givt you good night. 

Mar. O farewell honeft fonldiers • who hath reliVw ^ 

r PlaCe:8iVey ° U800d ”^.Si 

Bar . Say, what is Horatio there ? 

Hora. A peeceofhim. 

^ Welcome Heroic welcome good 

Blrl Sve fet aPPeat ' d aSSi " C “ ^ ? 

Mar. Horatio fayes ’tis but a phantafie. 

And will not let beliefe take hold of him. 

Touching this dreaded fight twice leene of us : 

Therefore I have entreated him along. 

With us to watch the minutes of this ni°ht. 

That ifagainethis apparition come. 

He may approve our eyes and fpeake to it. 

Hora. Tufh,tufh,’t will not appeare. 

Bar. Sit downe a while. 

And let us onceagaine aflaileyoureares 
That are lb fortified againft our ftory. 

What we have two nights leene,. 

Hora. Well, fit we downe. 

And let us heare Barnardo fpeake of this. 

Bar. La ft night of all, 

W hen yond fame ftar that’s Well ward from the Pole, 

Had made his courlet’illumine that part of heaven 
W here now it burnes ., Marcellm and my felfe, 

The Bell then beating one. 

Enter GhoSi. 

Mar. Peace, breake thee off, looke whereit comes againe? 
• Bar. In the fame figure, like the King that’s dead. 

Mar. Thou art a Scholar, fpeake to it Horatio. 

Hor. Moft like, it horrowes me with feareand wonder. 

• Bar. It would be (poke to. 

AAir. S peake to it Horatio. 

Hora. What art thou that uiurpft this time of night, 
Together with that faire and warlike forme. 

In which the Majefty ofburied Denmark. ; 


ran, 


Did 


I 


(Prince of Denmarke. 

•Sometimes march ? by heavenl charge thee fpeake* 
^jrfar. It is offended. 

v, r see it ftalkes away. . , 

rpeate, I charge thee fpeake. 

1 Ext* Ghojt* 

Mar. Tis gone and will not anlwer. 

Itr How now Horatio ? you tremble and looke pale : 

Is not this fomething more than phantafie ? 

What thinke you of it ? 

Hora. Before my God I might not this beleev , 

Without the fenfible and true avouch 
Ofmineowneeyes. 

Mar. Is it not like the King ? 

Hor. As thou art to thy felfe : 

Such was the very armour he had on, 

When he th’ ambitious Norway combated. 

So frown’d he once , when in an angry Parle 
He finote the Headed Pollax on the ice. 

Tisftrange. 

Mar. Thus twice before, and jumpe at this fame hours, 
With marti?.!l ftalke hath he gone by our watch. 

Hora. In what particular thought toworke I know not, 
Butin the grolfe and fcopeofmine opinion. 

This bodes Ibme flrange eruption to our State. 

Mar. Good now fit downe, and tell me he that knowes,' 
Why this fame ftrift and moft obfervant watch 
So nightly toiles the fubjeft of the land. 

And with fuch daily coft of brafen Cannon, 

And forraine Mart for implements of warre ? 

W hy fuch imprelTe of fhip-wrights, whole fore taske 
Does not divide the Sunday from the weeke ? 

What might be toward, that this fweaty hafte 
ma ke the night joint labour with the day ? 

Whois’t that can informe me ? 

Bora. That can I : 

whifper gees fo. Our laft King, 
j°!e image even bur now appear’d to us, 

' 2Sj3s ) ,0 u know, by F ort inbraffe of Norway, 


Thereto 








